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get my wife into corners. 

Ie f Nay, you needenocfeare vs Lorenzo > Lumcelet and I are 
out ; he tels me flatly, there’s ho mercy for me in hcauen bee- 
caufe I am a Iewcs daughter : and he fayes you are no good tim- 
ber of the Common-wealth-, for in conuerting Iewes to Chri* 
ftians,you raife the price of Porke. 

b>r7\ fliall anfwere that better to the Common-wealth than 
you can the getting vp of the Negros belly ; theMocte’s with 
childe by you Lnncelet ? 

pewne.lt is much that the Moore ftiould be more then rea- 
fon : but if (he be lefle then an honeft woman, flice is indecdc 
more then f tooke her for. 

Lor. How euery foole can play vpon the word,I thinke the 
bcft grace of wit will (hortly turne into filence>, and difcourfe 
grow commendable in none onely but Parrats. Go infirra,bid 
them prepare for dinner? 

Clow. That is done fir,they haue all ftomackes. 

Lor. Goodly Lord what a wit-fnapper are you: then bid the 
prepare dinner. 

Clo. That’s done to fir,onely couer is the word. 

Lor. Will you couer than fir ? 

Clo. Not fo fir neither, 1 know my duty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occafion , wilt thou flvewe 
the whole wealth of thy wittein an inftant ? I pray thee vnder- 
ftand a plaine man in his plaine meaning : Goeto thy Fellowes, 
bid them couer the table, ferue in the mcate, and we will come 
in to dinner. 

Clo. For the table fir, it (ball be feru’d in, for the meate fir it 
fliall be couered, for your comming in to dinner fir, 1 why let it 
be as humors and conceits fhall gouerne. Exit Clomi. 

Lor. O deere difcretion,how his words are futed, 

The foole hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words, and I do know 
A many fooles that ftand in better place, 

Garnifti’d likehiro, thatfor atrickfie word 

Defie thcjnatter 5 howfar’ft thou lejjiea ? 
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the <s^Ier chant of Venice « 

And now good fweet fay thy opinion. 

How doft thou like the Lord Bajfamos wife ? 

Ief. Paft all exprefling, it is very meete 
The Lord Bajfanio liue an vpright life. 

For hauing fuch a blcfling in his Lady. 

He Andes th eioyes pfheauenheere on earth. 

And if on earth he doe not meane it, then 
In reafon he fhould neuer come to heauen. 

Why, if two Gods (hould play fome heauenly match, 
And on the wager lay two earthly women. 

And Portiaone : there muft be fomething elfe 
Pawn’d with the other; for the poore rude world 
Hath not her fellow'. 

Lor. Euen fuch a husband haft thou of me, 

As Ihc is for wife. 

Ief. Nay,but aske my opinion to of that. 

Lor. I will anon,firft let vs go to dinner. 

Ief. Nay, let me praife you while I haue a ftomacke. 
Lor. No prethee, let it ferue for table talke. 

Then howfoerc thou fpeakftmong other things, 

Ilhall difgeft it. 

/r/^Well,ilefct you forth. 

Enter the Dn\e,the cMagnificos, A»thottio } BaJft»ic, 
And Cratiano. 

Duke. What, is Anthonio heere? 

An. Ready, fo pleafe your Grace. 

Duke. I am forry for thee, thou art come to anfwer ; 

A ftony aduerfary.aninhumane wretch, 

Vncapeable of pitty, voide and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 

%An . I haue heard. 

Your Grace hath cane greatpatnes 
To qualifie his rigorous eourfe : 

But fincebe ftands obdurate. 


